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CHORUS.

Long my heart has hearkened, hanging on thy clamor-
ous ominous cry,                                           1480

Fain yet fearful of the knowledge whence it looks to
live or die;

Now to take the perfect presage of thy dark and side-
long flight

Comes a surer soothsayer sorrowing, sable-stoled as
birds of night.

PRAXITHEA.

Man, what thy mother bare thee born to say
Speak ; for no word yet wavering on thy lip
Can wound me worse than thought forestalls or fear.

ATHENIAN HERALD.

I have no will to weave too fine or far,
O queen, the weft of sweet with bitter speech,
Bright words with darkling; but the brief truth shown
Shall plead my pardon for a lingering tongue,      1490
Loth yet to strike hope through the heart and slay.
The sun's light still was lordly housed in heaven
When the twain fronts of war encountering smote